THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

about what I've suffered at their hands. You men are all
the same!3 It's difficult enough, as every grown man
knows, to console and comfort even a woman with whom
one is intimately acquainted, but think of consoling a
deesse incomprise, a refractory female whom one has
never met before, and a border-line goddess at that.
There was still the throbbing of a motor-boat on the
lagoon; I looked at the still face and the recumbent form
and I simply didn't know what to say. My problem was
resolved by the lady. She peeped over her arm. CI
wonder, dearie,' she said in a cajoling manner, 'that
you didn't mention Schopenhauer.'

" 'Well/ I said, stumblingly, CI don't much like him
myself, and I think he must have been dyspeptic, but I do
think he cared for you and that you ought to honour
him.' She sprang up until she was almost out of the bed,
her face contorted, her mouth working, her eyes as red as
a ferret's. 'What!' she yelled, 'that horrible German
beast? Why, he was a woman-hater!' Soothingly, her
voice changed; in an enchantress's manner she said:
'Do you think I'm ugly?'

"I leant over her, as languorously she lay, and saw her
face change from beauty to beauty; now that of a proud
Egyptian queen, now that of a mysterious sibyl, now that
of the soul of knowledge, now that of the soul of love, now
that of a demure young virgin, innocent and wistful, early
Florentine. In that one face, in that one minute, I saw all
earthly and unearthly beauties.

" 'How,' thought I, 'could I ever have doubted
this woman? Why should such a brute as myself have
been vouchsafed such a vision?'
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